Callous attachments
Partaking in juvinile delights 
Its fair I get to taste myself 
Once in a time or while 
From someone more deranged than I 
Step in line America 
We are subordiantes of frivolous crimes
Just for the fucking sake of it 
Used the money and I ripped sus skylar blue 
I don't remember what I did or what I said 
I circled the same blocks for hours on end 
Always reverted back to where I started 
And it's not often you see a face melted on a hood frame 
Crying on a phone with someone breathing on the other end 
Can't tell you what those tears are for 
Just know I made it back home 
I foward a text to vacant lots with XXXXXX waiting for me 
I don't remember what we did or said 
I just remember the look of XXX face in my head 
3am underneath a harsh lit parking lamp 
It was XXX idea 

 